adn't anywhere neir sald

where Cousin O i p
ted to when he did stop Gence. wis. 80-we »

left alone again, ufter u minute,

4 i LOUuRID >
whiat T won

Grace) was quite old, but nots so old

(TT1 |

Mury before I go, Now, whit do you “Like 1t!" I guess lwd::ln‘l need to

all up In litte smile wrinkles, and he
sald:
“I'm glad,
“I guess I do like it!" T eried.

waorld are yvou talking ahouat %" |

“Why, Father, T was telllug you,” 1!
explained. And T tried to be s eonl |
and enlm that 1t would make him ealm !

than be did his own sister Jone, for he
sometiines stuys around quite & lot
now-=after menls, and in the evening,
I wewn,  And that's what 1 told Moth-

{ think of that? And If I've got to be| have me say any wore, But I did say | as Aunt Jane. And she ls pretty, and | me. Why, he almost jumped oot of
- ] ) . . 4 o II .I' H h ' o - {
|} M“U’l there aﬂdhzﬂﬂ' here, oo, Wllt‘l; "]WW- I Just rated aud raved over| everybody loves her. 1 think 'qu hig chalr. I mm\;all sul:-m:‘lu:::::?'ts“}:;:‘ru!n.hll::"lll:..:
. ! cun ver y t 3 '8 eyes ! Mather likes i Db T WMy 1 . . 5 . g
T wlll pay { @ @ e rie? Oh, I know int car until Father's eyes crinkled | Father likes 1o have her around better Mury " he gasped. “What In the | from the window ; and It tooked—we

shid I'd be willing to be Mary half,
find maybe more than half, the time,
But when It comes to really belng
Mary out of turn extra time, that 1s

'l never seen it look ke that befor
It was as If something tnut had hee
on It for years had dropped off an
left It clenr where before it had bee

el
e-

I hoped you'd like i”
Then

-[ you to

our prices

{ ! quite another thing. I went on to tell him how 1 thought | or, O course, he still likes his stars [ and eool, too. (But it didn't calm b plyered  and  Indistinet No, tha
fOTB yﬂu Ofder . AN I.uln Aary. i “"f"" the prettiest _“'“‘3 1 ever Baw, | the best of anything, but not quite as { or cool hlm one bit) “It's about when , quesn' exnetly deseribe. It ‘Pll‘lu-r
| Listen: . and .\uu' ahead of even Mr. Easter-| well as he used to, maybe—not to give | you're married and—" ean't deseribe It But Tl go on ;n
1 e k6 all his tlhme to them. “Marrled ! he interrupted again.  say what he said.
| I've been studying astronomy. That's “And, pray, who Is Mr, Easterbrook 2™ I forgot to say that Father is golng | (They never let me laterrupt ke After Mrs, Small had gone into
| Mary. asked Father then, *“The violinist, | 1o let me go back to school again this | that!) ll“-li-"i'. ";"]‘i":. saw that h‘|ll:. \:':I: ‘:1

I've learned to walk quletly, spealk
softly, laugh not too loudly, and be a
ludy at all times, That's Mary,

And now, to add to all this, Mother
has had me dress like Mary., Yes, she
began two weeks ngo. She came into
my room one morning and sald she
wanted to look over my dresses and
things; and I could sece, by the way
she frowned and bit her Dp and tapped
her foot on the floor, that she wasn't

perhups—eh 7 .

Now, wasn't it funny he should have
remembered that there was a violln-
ist? But, of course, I told him no, it
wasn't the wviolinist. It was another
one that took Mother to ride, the one
I told him about In the Christnias let-
ter; and he was very rich, and had
Iwo perfectly beautiful cars; and I
was going on to tell more—low he
dido’t tnke Mother now—hut I didn't

yoear ahead of his time, just as he did
lnst yeur, So you see, renlly, I'm here
only a little bit of o while, as it Is
now, and 1t's no wonder I keep forget-
ting I am Mary.

ONE WEEK LATER

“Ta Cousin Grace—yes., But Fiuther,
You—you are going to marry (ousin
Grace, aren't you?" I ovied—and 1 (il
‘most ery, for I saw by his face that
he wins not,

“Phat Is not my present Intention,”
he suld, s Hpg came together hard,
i and he loaked over his shoulder to see
IF Cousln Grace was coming baek.

“But yvon're golng to some thne,”
hegeed Him,

ting down with Cousin Graee In
Hbrary, he turned to me and sald:

“And so you enme as Muory 2"

I salidl yes, T did.

“Well, I—I got ready for Marle"

But then I didn't quite understand
not even when I looked at hilm and
saw the old understnnding twinkle Iy
his eyes,

*“You mean—yon thought I was com
ing as Muarie, of course,” 1 sald then

||SALE
BILLS

Things are awfully funny here this
time, I wonder if It's all Cousin Grace
that makes it go. Anyhow, she's Just
as different as different can be from

[ uge suited. She sald: get a chanece, for Father interrupted, “ '
g e : vq are different, 1 o not expect to,* t “Yes" he }
Th"eﬂ-a'waﬂk oEdllWﬂ “I think, my dear, that on Saturday | and said, “Yes, yes, to be sure.” And :\:-':-ty\g]l:::;e i e I fell back i:lli my chatr, and T know | ‘-Is:n I ::ur::::d:nlidi!-u'\' :
— we'll have to go In town shopplng.| he showed he wasn't interested, for Why, 1 forget half the time that I'm | T looked grieved and hurt and disap- | 9 see now that you nihl. Well, Mary
. v+ ~ | Quite a number of these things will | all the little smile wrinkles were gone, : 2 % | v . : A e Y 5 SR e
EW ORK OR. 7 ’ not do at all” 1 He' lcoke ; Mary. Honestly, I do. 1 try to be | pointed, as T almost sobbed: you've told me your story, so I sy
1 . And “ \\:S'S LSiouy (EVisions ol naywy AL ”Il\;' 2 ‘:[' stern and dignifled, | Mary. I try to move quletly, speak “Oh, Father, and when I thought pose I moy as well tell you mine—naw
1922 AND 1928 dr:w:a»él and ht:l!:a lflll;r] t:h-;v: "r"';p be- | I:'Itu'nﬂm: h:fsu:fd t!(:' lAmlj 5 “t‘ll} W; N; Kently, ani isugh Sottly, Sust s Moth- | you. Wevs guing tol’ oy sde, 1 Dot olly SUE XSAREIL
fnr':b.“;‘l and evpil [.'w ,i,m Iu':uh‘\:l‘ *‘[Iki i'n‘:t o 1 '.l di .e - e ) r: o lrui( ?m- er told me to. But before I know it “There, there, child! He spoke, , Marvie, but 1 had planned to kbep )
fotn 1,;1,, gL J 1”1“1”‘[’ ] (“l.i“.ti t;huln.\::.mm‘]m:{.tttr n-x:: alln rig ltltln\’::,\ | I'm acting natural agaln—just like | stern and almost eross now. “This ab Myrie, and not let her be Muory—at
s - 3 ¥ = : e was no lopger living e . ” AR R = e g "
Practically a Daily at the Price of a really have much hopes of that. there: that his cousin from the West, Marie, yvou know. Y ‘ surd nonsensieal idea lins -;.um quite  all
Weekly, No other Newspaper in Well, w ‘0! : » And I belleve it Is Cousln Grace. | far enough, Let us think no more And then he told me, He told me
the t;'orld gives so much at day uh;n‘-“—?ll(:u:'tl %]'";I.[t'll:‘g :;:tSH::I‘;r:f l“lls . lfl[";{. was keeping house for | o, pover Jooks at vou fn Aunt Jane's | ahout It." | how he'd never forgotten that day In
g0 low a price “-.‘-."gm not “,q.tm;ﬁﬂ“,.,_"-,w{n‘:lk uev;r a:ul:; !r:tf“l'n :dlel“l-lh ;*j ‘1;1?’ Im,u' Il:i“i | I'm-amazed-at-you way. And she laughs “It isn’t absurd and nonsensieal!”  the parlor when T eried and he saw
: . FUeSS \\'Imt. ‘\'(l.gn[ 1'\‘\1,. new gingham | 1 1 l'l‘l_l' ‘, I]‘;'h \:gllt ;’, "nl l:'., AR J herself a lot, and sings and plays, too | T eried, And T could hardly say the then how hard It was for me to live
- dresses, vety plith and homely, and & ;\jr::l bt:;nijre Iei:ouh;,u:-h.l, -Iz'.n“t_.”. i | —Fesl pretty lively things; not just | words, I was choking up so. “Every- here, with him so absorbed in  his
3 y 4 o ‘ bl Bt e U hymn tunes. And the house s tlith'r~| body sald you were going to, and [ Work and Aunt Jane so stern in her
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CHAPTER l.—Mary begine with Nurse
Barah's account of her (Mary's) birth,
which seemingly interested lLer father,
who I8 8 famous astronomer, |ess than a
new star which was discovered tlie same
night. Her name I8 4 compromise, her
mother wanted to eall her Violn and her
father insisting on Abigail Jane, The
child quickly learned thal her home was
In some wuy different from these of her
emall friends, and was purxzled thercgst
Nurse Sarah tells her of her mother's ur-
rival at Andersonville as a bride und how

astonished they were at ¢ sigkht of
the dainty elghteen-yearold gitl wham
the sedute professor had closen for a
wile.

CHAPTER [L—=Continulng her story,
Nurse Satahh makes It plain why the
household seemed a strange one tw the
child and howher [(ather mother
drifted apart through misunderstanding,
each too proud Lo in any wiy altlempt L
Emooth oVer ¥ sltustjon

CHAPTEER IIL-Mnary tells of the time
apent “out west” where the pert Ly
all right and 2 and respwct

C . With her benutiful, doir
he ! to the former's dissdvan.
tage. Aunt Jane disapproves of the ain-
ty clothes which the child is wearing, and
them with "serviceable™ serges
and thi oled shoes. Her father arrives
home and seems surprised to see her. The

child soon begins to notice that the xirls
at sthool seem to avold hér, Her father
appsars Inferested in the life Mrs. An-
derson leads at Boston and asks muny
questione In quesr mannar which
puzzies Mary., BShe finds out that
schoolmates do not associate with her
on arcount of her parents being divoresd,
and sha refupes to attend school., Angry
at first, Mr Anderson, when he learns
the reamon for her determinntion, decides
that she need not go He will hoar her
lesrons. In Aunt Jane's and her father's
absence Mary dAresses in the pretiy clothes
she bhrought fromm Roston and playe the
Tivellent tunes she knows, on the Hitle.
uked plano. Then, overcome by her lone.
somenass, shs Indulges 'n a crying spell
whicrh her father's unexpected appear-
unee interrupts She pobh= put the stary
of her unhapplnesa, and s a clumsy way
he eomforts her Aftar that he apponrs
to desmire to makes her stay mores pleasant
Her mother writes asking that Mary be
ellowed to come (n Roston for the hegin-
ning of the shnol term, and Mr. Ander.
pon consents, (hourh from An expression
he lets fall siz=:y belisves he v sorvy the
s yone

a

; I'd sald

her |

pair of horrld, thick, low shoes. Why,
I could have cried! I dld "most cry as

I excinimed :

“Why Mother, those are Mary
things "

"Of course, they're Mary things"
answered Mother, cheerfully, “That's

what I meant to buy—Mary things, as
you call them. Aren't you going to be
Mary just next weck? Of course, you
are! And didn't you tell me last year,
As goon as you got there, Miss Ander-
son objested to your clothing and
bought new for you? Well, I am try-
ing to see that she does not have to
do that this year."

And then she bought
serge sult and a hat so tiresomely
sengihle that even Aunt Jane would
love them, T know. And tomorrow I've
got to put them on to go In.

Do vou wonder that I say I am Mary
alrendy?

me a brown

CHAPTER VII

When | Am Neither One.
ANDERSONVILLE

Well, 1 came last night. I had on |
the brown suit and the sensible hat,
and every turn of the wheels all day
had been singing: “Mary, Mary, now
vou're Mary!" Why, Mother - even
cialled me Mary when she saild good-
by. She eame to the junctlon with me
just as she had before, and put me
on the other train,

“Now, remember, dear, you're to try
very hard to be a joy .and a comfort
to your father—just the little Mary
that he wants you to be. Remember, |
he has been very kind to let you stuy |
with me so long.”

She eried when she kissed me just
a8 she did before; but she didn't tell

 and sald she hoped I'd be happy there,

me this time to be sure and not love
Father better than 1 did her, I notleed |
that, But, of course, [ didn't say any-
thing, though I might have told her
enslly that I knew nothing counld ever |
make me love him better than T did |
her, i

When we got to Andersonville, :lildi

the traln rolled Into the statlon, I:
stepped down  from  the cars and
looked over to where the carriages |

were to find John amnd Aunt Jane., Buot
they weren't there, There wasn't ever
the carriage there; and 1 can remem-
ber now just how my heart sort of felt !
sick inside of me when I thought that

even Aunt Jane had forgotten, and
that there wasn't anybody to meet
me,

There was 4 beautiful big green au-

tomohile there, and I thought how 1
wished that had come to meet me;
and I was Just wondering what 1

should do, when all of a sudden some-
body spoke my name. And who do
you think it was? You'd pever guess

It in a month. It was Father, Yes,
Fatlier! [
Why, 1 could have hugged him, 1

was so0 glad, But of course 1 didu't,
right before all those people. But he
waus so tall and handsome and splen- |
did, and I felt so proud to be walking |
along the platform with him and let- |
ting folks see that he'd come to meet l

me! DBut 1 couldn’t say anything—
not anything, the way 1 wanted to;
and all 1 could do was to stamer
onut :

“Why, where's Aunt Jane?"

Aund that's just the thing 1 didn’t

want to say; and 1 kpew it the minute
it Why, It sounded as if |
mis=ed Aunt Jane, and wanted her In
gtead of him, when all the time | was
so pleased and excited to see him that
I could hardly speak.

He just kind of smiled, and looked
queer, und sald that Aunt Jane—er—
couldn’t comg. Then 1 felt sorry; for
1 saw, of course, that that was why he
bad come; not because he wanted to, |
but because Aunt Jane couldn't, so he
bad to. And I could have cried, all
the while he was fixing it op about
my trunk.

He turned then and led the way
stralght over to where the carriages
were, and the next minute there was
John touching his cap to me; only It
brand-new John loaking too

was n
sweet for anything lu a chaufTeur's
eap and uniform. And, what do you
think? He was belping me into that

besutiful big green car before | knew
it

“Why., Fauather, Father!™ |
“You Jdon't mean I Just eonlin'
finish : huat he finished for

e

to nsk auny gquestions, we were Lome;
and a real pretty lady, with a light-
blue dress on, was helping me out of |
the ear, and kissing me as she did so.

Now, do you wonder that I have
heen rubbing my eyes and wondering |
if I was really I, and If this was An- |
dersonville?

ONE WEEK LATER

It isn't a dream. It's all really,
fruly true—everything: Father com-
ing to meet me, the lovely nutomaobile,
and the pretty lady in the light-blue
dress, who kissed me. And when I
went downstalrs the next morning 1
found put It was real, 'specially the |
pretty lady; for she kissed me agaln,

And she told me to amuse myself any
way I liked, and said, if I wanted to,
I might run over to see¢ some of the
girls, but not to malke any plans for |
the afternoon, for she was golng to
take me to ride.

Now, what do you think of that? |
Go to see the girls in the morning, |
and tnke a ride—an automobile ride! |
—in the afterncon. In Andersonville! |
Why, I couldn't belleve my ears, Of
course, I was wild and crazy with de
light—>but It was all so different. Why, I
began to think almost that I was Ma-
rie, and not Mary at all

And it's been that way
week through, I've had beautiful
time, I've been so excited! And Moth-
er is excited, too, Of course, I wrote
her and told her all about It right
away, And she wrote right baek and
wanted to know everything—every-
thing I could teil her; all the little
things, And she was so interested In
Cousin Grace, and wanted to know all
ahout her; sald she never heurd of her
before, and was she Father's own cou-
sin, and how old she was, and was she
pretty, and was Father around the
house more now, and did T see a lot
of him? She thought from something
1 sald that I did.

I've just been writing her again, and
I ecould tell her more now, of course,
than [ could in that first letter. I've
heen here a whole week, and, of
course, I know more about things, and
have doné more,

1 told her that Cousin Grace wasn't

reqally Father's cousin at all, so It
-

the whole
i

Pretty, and Everybody
Loves Her.

And She

wasn't any wonder she hadn't ever
heard of her, She was the wife of
Father's third cousin who went to
South Ameriea six years ago and

! eaught the fever and dled there. So

this Mrs. Whitney lsn't really any rela-
tion of his at all. But he'd always
known her, even before she married
hiz cousin; and so. when her hushand

died, and she diIn't have any home,
bhe asked her to come here

1 dens’t know why Aunt Jane went
away, but she's heen gone ‘most four
months now, they =ay here Nellle
told me. Nellle s the mald—1 meap
hired girl hers . (1 wil keep for-
o that 1 \ i must

& thi= Mary

| there,

out Father was; and | asked If she

| she was sure, If Father had found an

wrote Mother so; and—"

Yon wrote that to vour mother?"
He did jump from his chalr this time,

“Yes: and she was glail.”

“Oh, she was!" He sat down sortef
lmp-llke and queer,

ent. There are four geranlums in the !
dining room window, and the parlor is
open every day. The wax flowers are
but the hair wreath and the
coflin plute are gone, Cousin Grace
doesn't dress like Aunt Jane, either.

She wears pretty white and Dblue “yes, She said she was glad vou'd
dresses, and her hair s curly and | goung 40 estimable woman to make a
flufly. home for youn,”

I think all this s why I keep for-
getting to be Mary., But, of course,
I understand that Father expects me
to be Mury, and so I try to reme:nber,

“Oh, she d10." He sald this, too, In

"Y"-“‘."
hegun to think, all of a sudden, that
miuybe he didn’t appreclate Mother as
mueh 68 she dld him; and I deter-

TWO WEEKS LATER

I understand It all now—everything :
why the house Is different, and Fa-
ther, and everything, And it Is Cousin
Grace, and It Is a love story,

Father Is in love with her.

Now I guess I ghull have something
for this book!

It seems funny now that I didn’t
think of it at first. But I didn't—not
until I heard Nellie and her beau talk-
ing ahout it. Nellle sald she wasn't
the only one in the house that was
going to get married. And when he
asked her what she mennt, she said It
wns Dr. Anderson and Mrs. Whitney,
That anybody could see [t that wasn't
as blind as a bat.

My, but wasn't I excited? 1 Just
guesss I was. And, of course, I saw
that I had been blind as a4 bat, But
I began to open my eyes after that,
and watch—not disagreeably, you
know, but just glad and Interested,
and on account of the book,

And I saw:

That Father stayed In the Liouse a
lot more than he used to.

That he smlled more,

That he actually asked Cousin Graece
and me to play for him several times,

That he went with us to the Sunday
school pienie. (I pever saw Father at
o pienie before, and I don't belleve he
ever saw himself at one.)

That—ob, I don't know, but a whole
lot of little things that I can’t remem-
ber; but they were all unmistakable,
very unmistakable, And 1 wondered,
when [ saw It all, that 1 had been as

When T remember all
she'd  said  abont

him, If T conld.
the lovely things
him—

“Father,” I began; and I spoke this
time, even more declded and firm, “I
don’t belleve you apprecipte Mother,”

“Eh, What?"

He made me jump this thne, he
turned around with such a Jerk, and
spoke so sharply, But in spite of the |
Jump I still held to my subject,
firm and declded,

“I say I don't believe you apprecinte
my mother. You acted right now as
If you didn't belleve she mednt it when
I told you she was glad yon had found
an estimable woman to make a1 home
for you. But she did mean it. T know,
hecanse she sald it hefore, once, list
year, that she hopéd you would find
one. Yes, and that lsn't all, There's
another reason why I know Mother
ulways has—has vour best interest nt
heart, She—she tried to moke me over
into Muary before 1 came, so ns to
plense you,"

“She did what? Once more he maile
me jump, he turned so suddenly, and
spoke with such a short, sharp snap.

But In spite of the fnmp I went right
om, just as I had hefore, firm and de
clded, I told him everything—all about
the cooking lessons, ani the astronomy
hook we read an hour every day, and
the pink sllk dress 1 conldn’t have, and |
the self-diseipline, And how she said
It she'd had self-discipline when she
wins o girl, her life would huve been

on

that queer, funny, quiet kind of way. |
I spoke, decided and firm. 1I'd !

mined right then and there to make !

black dress, And he said T put It very

vividly when I talked about being

Muarie In Bostop, and Mary here, and

he saw Just how it was. And o0 he

thought and thought about it all win-
ter, and wondered what he could do,

And after a time it came to him—he'd
| let me be Marle here; that Is, he'd try

to make It g0 T eonld he Maprie. And
he was Just wondering how he was
golng to get Aunt Jane to help him
when she was sent for and nsked
. BEo too an old friend who wns
[ And he told her to go, by all means to
{ o, Then he got Cousin Grace to come
| here. He suld he knew Cousin Grace;
and he was sure she would know how
. to help him to let me stay Marle, So
he talked It over with her—how they
would let me laugh, nnd sing and play
the plano all I wanted to, and wear
the clothes I hrought with me, and
be Just us near as I could be the way
I was In Boston.

“And to think after all my prepara-
tlon for Marle, you should he Mary
already, when yon came,” he finished,

Father had covered his eyes with
his hand, as if thinking and thinking,
Just as hard as he could, And I sup-
pose it did seem queer to him, that
he should be trying to make me Marie,
and all the while Mother wus trying
to make me Mary., And It seemed s0 to
me, as I began to think It over.

“And so your mother—dld that,”™
Father muttered; and there was the
queer little catch In his breath again.

He didn't say any more, not a single
word., And after a minute he got up
and went Into the house. But he
dldn't go Into the llbrary where Mrs,
Small and Cousin Grace were talking.
He went stralght upstalrs to his own
room and shut the door. I heard it.
And he was still there when 1 went
up to bed afterward.

How do you suppose Mother's going
to feel when I tell her that after all
her puins Father didn’t like It at all,
He wanted me to be Marie. It's &
shame, after all the palns she too

sick,

| But T won't write it to her, anyway.

Maybe T won't have to tell her, unless
she asks me,

blind as a bat before.

) " very different. |
When 1 wr:‘e lhlulllar‘l“‘tnli l.u,‘r I talked very fast and hurvlediy, I
sll about it—the signs and symptomns, was afrald he'd Interrupt, and I

I mean, and how different and thawed- wanted to get in all T conld before he

B0 think It was wo. toc. Bot She did. But he didu't Interrupt at all. He
I 1 8O, M), xhe

dldn’t answer that part. She dido't
write wuch, anyway., It wus an aw-
fully snippy letter; but she sald
she had a headache and didn't feel
at all well. So that was the rea-
gon, probubly, why she didn't say
more—iahbout Father's love affalr, I
mean, She only sald she was glad,

estimable woman to make a home for
him, and she hoped they'd be happy.
Then she went on tilking about some-
thing else. And she dido't write muach
more, anyway, about anything.

AUGUST

Well, of all the topsy-turvy worlds, |
this s the topsy-turviest, 1 am sure
Whnt they want me to do, and
which do they want meé to bhet Oh, 1]
wish 1 was just a plaln Sugle or Bes
gie, and not a cross-curtent and a eon
tradiction, with a father that
mwe to be one thing and s mother
wants me to be another! It was bad
enough before, when Father wanted
me to he Mary, and Mother wanted
me to be Marie. But now

Well, to begin at the beginning

It's nil over—the love story, 1 mean
and | knew gow why it's been 8o bhard |
for me to remember to be Mary and |
why evergthing is different, and all

They don’t want me to be Mary.

They want me to be Marie.

And now 1 don't know what to |
think, If Mother's going to want me
to be Mary, and Father's golng tu:
want me to be Marie, how am [ golng |
to know what anybody wants, ever?

|
do !

|
wants
that

|

“And So You Came as Mary®™

did not even stir untll 1 sald how at
the last she bought me the homely
shoes and the plain dark sult so 1
could go as Mary, and be Mary when
Aunt June first saw me get off the

Besldes, It was getting to be such a |
beautiful love story—Father and Cou- | train
gin Gruce. And now— |  When 1 sald thet. he dropped his

hand and tarned sround and stared at
And there was such a funny look
Then he got up and began

But let me tell yon what happened,

It was Iast night. We were on the | me

In his eves

piazen. Father, Counsin Grace, and L

She got up and went Into the house | to = alk up and down the plazza, mut

for something—Cousin Grace, 1 mean | tering: “So you rame as Mary, you

—and all of a sudden | determined to | came as Mory " Then, after a minute,

téll Father how glad 1 was, about him | he gnve & fanny Witle lnangh and sat

and Cousin Grace; and how 1 hopes] | down |
it wonld Inst—having him out there Mrs Small came ap the frant walk

with us, and all that. And 1 told him | then 1o see Cousin Grace, and Father

I don't remember what I sald exact- told her to go right Inte the library |

But I know It.
to do? Of course,

And, pray, what am

1 I can uact like

! Marie here all right, If that Is what

folks want., But 1 can't weuar Marie,

! for 1 haven't a single Marle thing here,

They're all Mary. That's all 1 brought,

Oh, dear suz me! Why couldn't
Father and Mother have heen just the
common llve-happy-ever-after kind, or
else found out before they married
that they were unlikes?
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Well, vacation 18 over, and I go back
to Boston tomorrow, IUs been very
nice and I've had a good time, in spite
of belng so mixed up as to whether
I was Mary or Marle. It wasn't se
bad as | was afraid It would be. Very
soon after Father and I had that talk
ou the piazza, Cousin Gruce took me
down to the store and bought me two
new white dresses, and the dearest lt-

tle pair of shoes 1 ever saw, She sild
| Father wanted me to have them
And that's all—every single word

that's been sald about that Mars-und-
Marie And even that Jdidn’t
really say not by name, And
( mentioons] it
mentioned

business,
anything-
irnce never
agaln, And Father
it at all. Not a word

Father's been queer, He's been
fulh queer. Some days he's talked &
lot with we—asked me questions just

Coasin

never

nw-

| as he used ta, all about what 1 did Ia

Boston, and Mother, und the people
that cnme there to se¢ her, and every-
thing. And bhe spoke of the viollnist
agnin, and, of course this time 1 told
him all about him, and that he didn™t
come any more, nor Mr, Easterbrook,
either; and Father was so Interested ]
Why, It pometimes as If he
Just couldn't hear enough about things,
Then, anll of a sudden, at times, he'd

seemed

get richt up In the middle of some-
thing I was saying and act as If he
was just walting for we (o finish my
sentence so he could go. And he did
go, Jjust ax coon a= I had finished my
sentence, Aml after that, mavbe, he
wouldn't har lh spenk to me ngain for
A whole duy

And so that's why | say he's been
E0 (e since that night on the plag-
en. But most of the time he's been
levys perfectly lovely. And so has
Consin Grace. And Pve had 2 beantl-
ful time.

{Toe Be Continued)




